seemed out of all proportion, Catherine was for a
moment at a loss. But immediately, without stopping
to think, her fertile and evasive mind supplied her
with the explanation, the necessary excuse: if she
had not read it it was simply because she had not
been able to get hold of a copy at Saint-Guenole;
but, since he was so insistent, she would promise to
read it as soon as she returned to Saint-Loup. Scarcely,
however, was she feeling safe again when, by a transi-
tion she could not follow, out came the second question;
then, before she could reply, came a spate of inferred
accusations and reproaches. And all the while he was
pouring out these recriminations, longing only to be
persuaded of their baselessness, his sense of the
pitifully short time allowed him, his own emotion,
and his terror of her replies gave his words a sort of
clipped and feverish abruptness that disconcerted
and alienated her: he had, it seemed, just come to
make a scene!
For all that, she replied by protesting her love.
But he felt the change in her. Indeed, afraid as she
was of what her mother might be thinking, first of
Michel's unexpected appearance and then of their
protracted absence, her only idea now was to get
away from him as quickly as she could, and she kept
an anxious eye on the whirligig of traffic in the road,
Now and again, while listening to him abstractedly,
she would turn or interrupt her own brief replies to
signal to a passing cabby; occasionally she even
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